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neck-chains, far from creating an ambiance of
femininity, invested the scene with a poetic charm,
a curious interest. The extravagance of the cos-
tumes, their infinite diversity, the way in which
each robe seemed to bring out the wearer's per-
sonality, not only pleased the eye but pleasantly
engaged the mind.
And yet these very costumes which by their opu-
lence, by the coquetry and forethought they imply,
make the absence of women pass unnoticed, by
the same token evoke their presence. It is hard to
believe that the rajas' habits of luxurious display
are due uniquely to a desire to gratify their fellow-
princes' eyes, or that they wish to shine merely out
of vanity or mutual emulation. In his heart of
hearts each knows well that all the purdah-ladies
will be chattering about his jewels ; that the young
European ladies who are his guests, when visiting
the zenana, will not fail to vaunt his gorgeous
brocades.
The women are not present, but the thoughts of
all the guests converge upon the absent sex. If
they never mention woman, she is always in their
mind. The unacknowledged impulse that inspires
them to decorate their walls with nudes prompts
them also to stock their courts with senile hordes
of nautch-girls. They have thrust woman into the
background, kept her in gilded durance, but their
palaces blazon forth her image.
Whatever they may wish or profess, woman is ever
with them, an unseen presence at their side.
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A pellet bursting in a splash of liquid mauve upon
your forehead, peals of laughter echoing behind a